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Look rather on my pale cheeks pin'd,

There view your beauties,, there you '11 find

A fair face, but a cruel mind.                               15

Be not for ever frozen, coy!

One beam of love will soon destroy

And melt that ice to floods of joy.

AN ELEGY ON THE LADY PENpSTON],

SENT TO  MY  MISTRESS  OUT OF FRANCE

LET him who from his tyrant mistress did

This day receive his cruel doom, forbid

His eyes to weep that loss, and let him here

Open those flood-gates to bedew this bier;

So shall those drops, which else would be but brine,,      5

Be turn'd to manna, falling on her shrine.

Let him who, banish'd far from her dear sight

Whom his soul loves, doth in that absence write

Or lines of passion or some powerful charms,

To vent his own grief or unlock her arms,                    10

Take off his pen, and in sad verse bemoan

This general sorrow, and forget his own.

So may those verses live, which else must die;

For though the Muses give eternity

When they embalm with verse, yet she could give       15

Life unto that Muse by which others live.

Oh, pardon me, fair soul,, that boldly have

Dropp'd though but one tear on thy silent grave,

And writ on that earth, which such honour had,

To clothe that flesh wherein thyself was clad.              20

And pardon me, sweet saint whom I adore,

That I this tribute pay out of the store

Of lines and tears that's only due to thee.

Oh, do not think it new idolatry;

Though you are only sovereign of this land,                25

Yet universal losses may command

A subsidy from every private eye,

And press each pen to write; so to supply

And feed the common grief.   If this excuse

Prevail not, take these tears to your own use,             30

As shed for you: for when I saw her die,

I then did think on your mortality.